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Ray, Sirhan—
‘What Possessed Them?

In london a police constable
stands guard (left) at Cannon Row
station where James Earl Ray was
taken after his arrest. Above, a po-
lice van transports Ray (not visi-

ble), under heavy guard, to his
arraignment. At top is the 1956 De-
Soto owned by Sirhan Bishara Sir-
han. Los Angeles police found the
car near the hotel where Robert

Kennedy was assassinated and
scoured it for fingerprints and oth-
er clues, Like Ray, Sirhan was de-
tained under conditions of extreme
security while awaiting his trial.
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by PAUL O’NEIL

Encapsuied in their cells—one
in  London’s ancient, red-brick
Wandsworth Prison and the other
in Los Angeles’ bright and sterile
Public Safety Building—the two of
them seemed as innocuous as
those waxen criminals which so
blandly confront tourists at Ma-
dame Tussaud's museum. Neither
demonstrated the slightest sign of
trepidity. Sirhan Bishara Sirhan
seemed possessed by a kind of
martyr's righteousness. James Earl
Ray was simply cautious and cal-
culating—a stir-wise con in a fa-
miliar environment. The discharge
of two minute particles of lead—
an ironic fraction of the bullets
which daily kill soldiers, rioters
and victims of crimes less cele-
brated than Robert Kennedy and
Martin Luther King—had shocked
the world and changed both the
social climate and the political his-
tory of the US. But Sirhan and
Ray seemed important now only
as devices by which other men
might gauge the meaning of their
senseless violence.

The nine-week manhunt for
James Ray—which culminated, by
fantastic coincidence, almost at
the moment of Robert Kennedy's

funeral in, New York—cost nearly =

$1.5 million and involved 3,000 of
J..Edgar.Hoover's 6,600 FBlagents.
Canada's Royal Mounted Police as-
sisted—and  discovered fugitive
Ray's  spurious new identity
through a passport picture. Lon-
don’s New Scotland Yard grabbed
him. The police of Mexico and
Portugal contributed thousands of
man-hours to the laborious search
which préteded his capture. In-
vestigators of Sirhan Sirhan's crime
turned abroad, too—to the Mid-
dle East of his drab and frighten-
ing boyhood. All, in essence,
sought answers to a terrible ques-
tion. What possessed these two
accused men?

Both Sirhan and Ray were prod-
ucts of families which were hard
put to cope with the most basic
problems of life. Both seemed gov-
erned by a curious, even touching
unreality. Sirhan believed he could

CONTINUED
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The eccentric cop-dodging trail of James Earl Ray

CONTINUED

ride Thoroughbreds. Ray believed
he could hold up grocery stores.
One was repeatedly thrown, The
other was repeatedly arrested. But
here thetr similarities cease, Sir-
han seems formed in the classic
mold of political asscassin—small,
proud, polite, repressed and aboil
with a secret, almost  religious
sense of cause: Arab nationalism.
But cynical, alley-shrewd, money-
hungry James Earl Ray was some-
thing else again.

Hundmdq of policemen in both
the U5 and Canada are laboring
hard this week to answer the mast
vital and puzzling question im-
plicit in either investigation: If
James Ray held the gun, was he
also the tool of a conspiracy which
planned and paid for the death of
Martin Luther King? The evidence
is conflicting, exasperating and
maddeningly  inconclusive.  Ray
had money—a great. deal maore
monev than he had ever possessed
in his life—during  all  the 13
months between his escape from
Missouri's State  Prison in April
1967 and his arrest in London June
#ith, None who have ever known
him -believes for -a minute that he
so. resented King that he would
have risked his neck to shoot him
out of so unprofitable a motive as
spite. | know,” said his brother
Jerry, “he wouldn’t have put him-
self in a spot like this unless there
was something in it for him.” But
he may well have gotten a pile of
money by other means—as one
of two masked bandits wha took
$27,006-in- cash from his home-
town bank of Alton, Il on July
13, 1967,

One has only 10 see photo-
graphs of the three Toronto cit-
izens whose names Ray adopted
before and after the King assassi-
nation to marvel al their resem-
blance to him. Unjon Carbide Su-
pervisor Fric St V. Galt twhose
middle name the fugitive mistak-
enly took 1o be Starvol is not
only similar in looks, hair color,
weight and height but, like Ray,
bears scars on his forehead and
right hand. Bath Constable Ramon
George Sneyd and Education Con-
sultant Paul Bridgman also match
his general description. It is gen-
erally conceded that he did not
locate these doubles without the
assistance of others, Few belisve,
however, - that  such  service
stemmed from any real conspiracy
—it seems, rather, to have been
the kind of aid almost anv well-
heeled ex-con could commission
in the stews of a big city,

N real criminal organization
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conspired  with  Ray—the Mafia
simply does not use small-time los-
ers as hit men. Neither, hy all
arlds, did any racist group like the
Ku Klux Klan—which must now re-
sard outsiders as stool pigeons of
the FBI. But the U.S., for all this,
is not devoid of an occasional
rich nut to whom the new ambi-
tions of the Negro are anathema—
and who might find a James Earl
Rav a perfectly usable instrument
ol repressive social  expression,
This possibility must be weighed
against one fascinating fact. The
Alton bank robbers carried-off cur-
rency in mixed denominations. But
Ray, whether or not he shared
these spoils, surely tapped some
other source of revenue: week by
week, ever since last summer, he
has made his every real expendi-
tre——including  $1,995  for  the
white Mustang he bought in Bir-
mingham last summer and ahan-
doned in Atlanta aiter King's death
~-solely with $20 bills,

The day-by-day, week-hy-week

Births

CLARK —-To Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Benson
Clark. (nee Gertrude Marion Davis), at
road. on
14th, 1932, a son (Arthur Garret),

SNEYD—At the Women's Hospital on
Saturday, October S8th. to Mr. and Mrs,
{nee Gladys Mae Kilner),
@ son (Hamon George),

Women's Hospitul, Bloor street, .
and Mrs. Cecil Cox, a son, Phillip Ed-

EMERSON—November T7th,

Paur BrIDGMAN

Friday. October

Births

BRIDGMAN—On Thursday, Nov. 10th,
16, to Mr. and Mrs. Edward Bridgman
| (nee Evelyn Godden), a son, Paul Edward.

COX—On Thursday, November 3rd, atj

to  Mr.

1032, &t
Mr. and Mrs.

record of Ray's 13 months of cop
dodging are full of curious in-
advertencies, reflections of habit
and odd clues to character. He
could not resist schools which
promised minor skills. He went
o Montreal last summer—shortly
after the Alton bank. robbery—
and was moved, during his stay,
to mail off $17.50 for correspon=
dence lessons from a locksmithing
institute in Mew lerseyv. He went
sputh to  Birmingham the next
month—and took dancing lessons
every Tuesday night for a month,
By January, having driven west, he
was a student at a Los Angeles
school for bartenders. He patron-
ized obscure bars—and obscure
prostitutes, Once he ran an ad in
a Los Angeles “underground” pub-
lication, The Free- Press, which
read gle male, Caucasian, 36,

desires discreet meeting with pas-
sionate married female.”
Sporadic, veiled but persisten?
suggestions of purpose intruded
themselves, nevertheless, in this

COMTINUED

James Ray

Three identities
in Toronto

To confound his pursuers, lames
Farl Ray successively assumed the
identities of the three men shown
with him above. None of the three
is acquainted with Ray or one an-
other, but they alf live in the same
section of Toronto and all three—
Galt, a warehouse foreman, Rridg-
man, a teaching consultant, and
Snevd, a pofliceman—-have at feast
a moderate physical resemblance
1o Rav, Police think Ray visited
the Toronto public library and may
have picked his alter egos from
hirth notices (leftl in old newspa-
pers on file there. (Sneyd and
Bridgman were born a month apart
in 1932, Galt 18 years earlier.} In-
vestigators  found  that someone
had left -a-check mark -in—penci
over the Bridgman announcement.

Toronta landlady, Mrs. Yee Sun
Lao, described a “fal man” who
delivered a fetter o Rav. Police
fater cleared a man who said he
faund the letter in a phone booth.



Ray's 3G-a-week room boasted a bay window and a homily an the wall. On April 21 he moved to the middle house befow, six blocks away.

|
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Hideouts in
Lisbhon and Lendon

Armed with a Canadian passport
made out o “Ramon  George
Sneyd” and enough cash to live
modestly  without working, Ray
continued his odyssey to England
and Portugal. In downtown Lishon
he rented a $2-a-day room and
frequented waterlront bars where
he often was taken for a seaman.
Returning to London, he chose a
neighborhood with a heavy tran-
sient population, nicknamed Kan-
garoo Valley for the many Austral-
jans who live there. He changed
addresses once more, then tried to
leave the country, and was caught.
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I (above), a “bed-and-hreakfast” establishment where he lived for a week in Room 54.
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On June 5 Ray switched London hotels, going to the Pax in Pimlico. He staved in the above two rooms, feft hurriedly on fune 8—the day of his arrest



A chambermaid, Maria  Celeste
faboves, cared for Rav's  Lishon
room: “He left every day at the
same| time. He was meticulously
neat [but he never took a bath.”

Farls [Count receptionist fane Nas-
sau helped Ray learn Britain's deci-
mal currency: 1 recognized  his
Southern  drawl  and  wondered
why he had a Canadian passport.”

Mrs. Anna Thomas, proprietress of
the Pax Hotel, brought breakfast
to Ray's door: “He was always
fully (dressed. | had the idea that
he never got undressed for bed.”

‘Would you please step into
our office, Mr. Sneyd?

CONTINUED

aimless and wandering existence,
He started 1968, for instance, by
writing from California to segre-
gationist Rhodesia—a nation with
no LS. extradition agreement——to
ask how a ULS. citizen could enter
the countrv. He drove east in
March, “hippy""
boardinghouse  in Atlanta  and
signed himself Eric Starvo Galt. He
went to Birmingham six davs later,
walked into the Aeromarine Sup-
ply Company and bought a rifle
—a Remington Model 760 Game-
master, 3006 caliber with Red-
field telescopic sight. OQn April 4,
Memphis police found it on the
sidewalk near where King was
murdered. After making this pur-
chase, Ray went back to Atlanta
and made an awful mistake: he
sent one of- his correspondence
schools-the address of the board-
inghouse—an act which eventualiy
led the FBI o the place and to a
single thumb print on a discarded
road map which proved Galt to
he escaped Missouri convict James
Earl Ray.

The: fugitive vanished complete-
v, nevertheless, the day after Mar=
tin Luther King's death. He left his
Mustang in the parking lot of At-
lanta’s Capitol Homes housing
project at 8:30 in the morning after
the killing and very probably took
a plane to Canada. He materialized
as Paul Bridgman at Mrs. Adam
Szpakowski's $10-a-week QOssing-
ton Avenue rooming house in To-
ronto—"1'm a salesman for Mann
and Martel real estate and | need
a place 10 stay"—four days later,
I wauld be hard to guess wheth-
er Ray believed he had ohbliterated
his traml and achieved invisibility
in Toronto—although he certain-
ly walked the streets openly,
shopped  for pornography  and
drank “Molson's Canadian” night
after night at 4 go-go bar named
the Silver Dolfar.

For all his apparent confidence
he wasted little time in preparing
10 change identity again and slip
away overseas. By April 19—the
day the F81 revealed that it knew
Galt to-be James Earl Ray and the
day James-Earl Ray knew. himself
to be a hunted man-—he had al-
ready hooked his round-trip, $345
BOAC flight to London for May 6.
te had also, in obvious aware-
ness of Canada’s lax travel regula-
tions, asked a ticket agency to got
him a passport as Ramon George
Sneyd—a transaction which can
be accomplished with no mare
proof of birth and backeround

moved  into a

than a simple statement o a no-
tary public. He had even prepared
to move, also as Sneyd, to yet an-
other rpoming house-—this  one
run by a Mrs. Yee Sun Loo—on
vet another nondescript street. But
one can only speculate on the
havens he spught from then on,
and  the means—in which he
seemed increasingly frustrated—
by which he hoped to reach them.

He spent hardly 24 hours in Lon-
don after arrival; instead he trad-
ed the return portion of his over-
seas excursion ticket for a British
Furopean Airways seat to Portugal
pocketed the $14.60 in change and
headed for Lishon. Nothing vet re-
constructed of his 10-day slay
there sheds any slightest light on
his intentions, He slept in Room 2
of the Hotel Portugal—a severe,
clean, third-class haven for the fru-
gal on a street which smells of
charcoal and spitted chickens. He
went to seamen’s bars—the Cal-
ifornia, the Bolero, the Furopa—
drank beer and talked to the local
prostitutes. He slept with one, gave
her 300 escudos {roughly $11) and
seemed on the point of- weeping
when shie showed him pictures of
her fatherless children. Then he
flew back to Fngland again and
vanished for 11 days. He resurfaced
again on May 28, But fate was
now closing in; only 11 more days
—eight of which he spent at the
New Earls Court Hotel on seedy
Penywern Road and three at the
Pax Hotel in similarly seedy Pimli-
co—remained to him.

FBI men back in the U.S. were
working their way through end-
less cabinets of passport applica-
tions in search of a picture of
lames Farl Ray. Rowal Canadian
Mounted  Policemen  were  on-
gaged, at the FBI's request, in a
similar search in Ottawa. The
RCMP found the photo of Ramon
George Sneyd—after having gone
through 200,000  documents—
matched it with an earlier picture
of Ray and sent the application
off to Washington, The capital S
and capital “G" with which Ray
had signed Ramon George Sneyd
exactly matched the capital “5"
and capital 'G” with- which he
had signed Eric Starve Galt. Ot-
tawa placed a “stop order”
the Snmeyd passport.

on

In London, as-if in response to
some extrasensory p&'rr_("plfun, fu-
gitive Ray began to show signs of
acute nervousness. He renewerd his
quest  for information  about

Maria lrene Dos Santos, a pros-
titute, met Ray at the Texas Bar
in Lishon. He pave her 300 es-
cudos fabout $T7i. She says, !
hope he's not in any big trouble.”

Rhodesia. He went to a street call
hox, and out of the blue tele-
phoned tan Colvin, an editorial
writer and African expert on the
Daily Telegraph., and questioned
him about mercenaries in Portu-
guese  Africa. His  agitation in-
creased when he read the news
of Robert Kennedy's assassination,
He moved instantly from  Earls
Court to Pimlico and renewed his
telephonic interrogation of Writer
Colvin - who  finally—on  being
pressed—mentioned a resident of
Brussels as one who could con-
ceivably help him. Colvin prom-
ised to mail the man's address 10
the Pax Hotet He did not

Ray hooked a dlight 10 Brussels
anvhow, appeared at London Air-
port at 11 o'clack in the morn-
ing on Saturday, June & and
was  placed  zently in custody
by minions of the queen. “Would
you please,” a smiling immigra-
tion officer asked him, “step into
our office, Mr, Sneyvd?®He did.
afthough he was carrying a load-
ed snub-nosed 38 caliber re-
volver. Detective Superintendent
Thomas  Butler—famed

nemesis

ONTINUED
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U.S. SENATOR

On Friday, lune 8, two scared
men, one a Mexican, the other
Puerto Rican, came forward with
an account of an unusual meeting
in the Ambassador Hotel in Los
Angeles on the night Robert F,
Kennedy was assassinated. They
had nothing to report of conspira-
cy. But their story cast a fascinat-
ing light on the movements and
emotional state of the accused
killer just before the shooting.

Enrique Rabago, 35, a hairy-
chested, unemployed mechanic,
and a friend—not named—said
they first encountered Sirhan Sir-
han in the lobby outside the Vene-

The other party
he went to
before
the shooting

tian Room. it was about 9:15 p.m.
the night Kennedy was shot. Sir-
han had just been thrown out of
a party being held by the backers
of conservative Max Rafferty, who
was to win the G.0.P. senatorial
nomination.

Dressed in white pants and a
white, tieless shirt which made
his dark skin look even darker,

After Sichan was thrown out, Max Sirhan had stuck out among those
Rafferty waves to supporters at his affluent, happily celebrating An-
Ambassador Hotel victory party. glos. A waitress refused to serve

CONTINUED

of the Great Train Robbers—
drove out in person to make
the collar. S0 ended the history
of  Galt-Bridgman-Sneyd—though
there still remain questions ahout
James Earl Ray. Will he stand trial
alone if and when he is extradit-
ed 1o the U.S.?7 What defense will
he present--—and how will a Mem-
phis jury react to i1?

F(‘w such  imponderables  pro-
fane the case against Sirhan Bish-
ara Sirthan. Dozens of prople saw
him at Los Angeles' Ambassador
Hotel on election night this month,
He was at a Republican senatorial
viclory celebration, and later, he
spraved bullets about the pantry
corridor where Robert Kennedy re-
ceived his fatal wound. Olympic
Decathlon Champion Rafer |ohn-
son not only helped wrestle away
his cheap, eight-shot lver Johinson
automatic hut gave it immediately
to the police. The weapon's histos
rv fed directly 1o the scene of
the crime—from Hs original pue-
chaser to his married daughter o
a neighbor youth to Sirhan's brath-
er Munir and, thence, to Sirhan
himself. Los  Angeles  bluecoats
were immediately outside the ho-
teb—to_ check an__improperly
parked car—and not only had the
good luck to seize Sithan red-
handed but to protect him from
those who would have beaten him
bBloody, and to stow him away, un-
harmed, for justice by courts as
free as any of regional and po-
litical influences.

But the tale of Sirhan Sirhan is
not concerned with legalities-—ex-
cept in its doleful epilogue. It s
only concerned, in essence, with
the slow, subtle and inexorable

CONTINUED
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The Subtle Twisting




him a drink; he put up a fuss and
contemptuously tipped her $20
“for nothing."” A security guard
eased him out.

Rabago and his friend asked Sir-
han what had happened. He told
them and suggested that all three
go back in. They hesitated, then
said no. Wheresupon Sirhan, the
sounds of the Republican party
echoing in the background, spilled
forth his eloquent rage at “'the rich
Rafferty people who step all over
the poor.”

Meanwhile, on the other side of
the lobby, Democrats crowded
through the doors leading into the
Embassy Room. There Kennedy
would soon deliver his victory
speech, Rabago had an idea. To
mollify Sirhan, he nodded toward
the Embassy Room and said, “Rob-

of Sirhan Sirhan

ert Kennedy might help the poor.”

“Kennedy! Kennedy!” shouted
Sirhan. “He should never be Presi-
dent. You think he really wants to
help the poor?"' His voice qua-
vered. At the time, Rabago recalls,
he thought Sirhan might have had
too. much to drink. Now he thinks
it may have been pure rage. "Ken-
nedy helps himself. He's just us-
ing the poor. Can’t you see that?"

Rabago and his friend say they
shook their heads and tried—with-
out luck—to reason with Sirhan.
Then they watched him wander off,
slightly dazed, toward the Embas-
sy Aoom and the Kennedy party.

Enrique Rabago, an unemployed

mechanic, met Sirhan just

he-

fore the Kennedy assassination.

At Los Angeles police headquar-
ters immediately after his arrest, a
disheveled Sirhan posed for the

mug shot above. The photograph
at left. 1aken as 300 Rafferty back-

ers partied at the Ambassador ex-
pecting victory, may include the
accused  kiffer-——but  he  cannot

he identified with any certainty.
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fn 1947, one year hefore the Pal-
estine war began, the sichans ap-
peared to be a happy united fam
i rabovel, The father warked for
the Jerusalem city water depart-

Sirhan, seated next to his
was three, He had four
ane sister. Top row, left
; Saad Allah, Ida, Sharif,
Next ta Sithan is Adel, and Mrs,

menl.
tather

Sirhan hotds the baby, Munir, The
war changed their lives, Broke and
father moved
ian to find
family behind,

unemploved, the
from Jerusalem to
work, leaving his

Finafly, in lanuary 1957, the Sirhans
emigrated to the U.S. Applving for
pa then 12, and his
J'."-”(ll!(“r were g

rity clearance by Jordan {right)

ports, Sirhan

The war-damaged street (far feft)

where the Sichans fved after the
1948 fighting until they left for Cal-

fargely unchanged,
er of the old

“ife i
inn the Jewish qua




Fourth son in a family beaten with sticks
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twisting of one human being and
the awful death of another. One
cannot really understand it but
only look into it as into a distort-
ed mirror. Sirhan Sirhan did not
drink. He did not smoke. His
hrothers, Saad Allah and  Sharif,
had “trouble”—and brushes with
the law. Not Sirhan. He was po-
lite, He was quiet. He concentrat-
ed hard on his studies as a school-
boy and on obscure religious phi-
losophy as an adult. He shunned
girls throughout—and remonstrat-
ed with married men who did
not. He kept a notebook, and on
one page—part of which was
made public after he was jailed —
he had written: “Robert Kennedy
must die by June 5., ..

Sirhan Sirhan grew into boy-
hood as a Christian Arab in Jor-
dan’s Old City of Jerusalem. He
was the fourth of five Sirhan sons
—there was also one daughter—
and was apparently the maost dil-
igent, attentive and polite. He was
also unstable and unhappy; neigh-
bors remember that Sirhan’s fa-
ther, Bishara, beat his children with
sticks and fists when they dis-
obeyed him and once held a hot
iron to one of Sirthan’s heels, The
hoy was subject 1o other horror—
he was-only four when the 1948-
49 Israeli-Arab war swept over fe-
rusalem, but his impressions of
fear and sound lingered in his
mind. tt was his mother who domi-
nated the family in times of trou-
ble, who led them to the U.S.
when Sirhan was 13 and kept them
together in California when fa-
ther Bishara abandoned them
and went back 1o Palestine. It
was the mother to whom Sir-
han clung. “She loved her chil-
dren,” says an old acquaintance
in the Middle East, "but she was
a terribly harsh, narrow-minded
and rigid woman.”

Sirhan, for all this, overcame
enormous handicaps—an  aware-
ness of his own strangeness in the
eyes of his schoolmates, shyness,
a mingled envy and repudiation
of the people and the attitudes of
marish Southern California. He kept
out of trouble, blended, almost
as if he wdFe transparent, into
the student hody of Pasadena's
John Muir High School. He was
graduated and went on to two
years at Pasadena City College.
But his ambition of ambitions
seemed odd, indeed, in one of
his intelligence and education: he
burned to be a jockey. He failed.

CONTINUED
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A ‘hot-walker’ obsessed

by his homeland’s fate

CONTINUED

When he first approached the
stewards at Santa Anita, they soon
demonstrated that he lacked the
experience or the reflexes 10 bhe
part and parcel of a flving Thor-
oughbred. He persisted at  the
track, as a lowly “hot-walker”
and exercise boy, though he was
often, in the racing jargon for
falls, “buying real estate.”

He spent the summer of 14966
exercising mounts at Gra Vista
Del Rio Horse Ranch in Corona,
Calif. He was quiet, as always, He
worked hard. He saved his mon-
ey. But in the end he abandoned
his curtous dream for good, He
was thrown, badly, from a gallop-
ing filly early one morning in Sep-
tember and taken to the hospital
with cuts and  bruises. Perhaps
from injured pride, perhaps from
disillusionment, he grew disen-
chanted with horses and, after a
fow more scattered dayvs of work
on the track, gave them up for
good. He also came to believe
that his injuries were far waorse
than they were judged o be by
the physicians who attended him,
and applied for damages under
California’s workmen’s compensa-
tion faw.

He was suspicious of everything
I was doing,” recalls Dr. Richard
Nelson, who was on emergency
duty when Sirhan was brought to
the hospital. “He didn’t want any
shots. He said that in the old coun-
try people told him not 1o have
shots. We finally gave him one
for tetanus. But he was in the hos-
pital mostly for observation of pos-
sible internal injuries. There were
none" A manth later Sirhan com-
plained of pain. blurring and “ex-
treme maotion” in his eyves, An
eve specialist failed to find evi-
dence of such a condition and
told him he “seemed to be ex-
aperating.” He demanded a let-
ter verifying his injuries as a hasis
for a disability claim. The eve man,
. Milton Miller, refused. “He
told me he was going to ‘get me’
antl that ¥d be sorry.’” Last sum-
mer Sichan filed o disability claim
for workmen's compensation and
began a series ol arguments with
new doctors. He also found em-

34

plovment as a driver and stock
boy for a health food store enti-
tled Organic-Pasadena, He refused
to demean himself by wearing an
apron, worked hard—and quit af-
ter six months when the Holland-
born owner, john Henry Weidner,
questioned the order in which he
was doing a series of chores, “So
I'm a liar,” he velled. “I never lie."”
He enjoyed one triumph: he
won a 52,000 settlement for his
spill on the track. But he writhed,
inwardly, - at  the awiul sethacks
Arabs endured at the hands of
the Jewish blitzkrier in the six-dav
desert war last summer, and grad-
ually envisioned Robert Kennedy
as the archenemy of Arabic hopes
and dreams. “We argued a lot
about the Jews,” says Market Own-
er Weidner. “He hates them. He
claims they are responsible for the
tact that his people do not have
johs and money. | tald him that |
had many had experiences with
the Gestapo but that 1 do not
hate Germans, | tried to tell him
that hate eats you up, He wouldn't
listen. He would just say, I'm a
Jordantarn Arab.” Hé was consunyed
with ‘himmself. 1f he should die for
what he has done, he will go to
his dleath believing that he, Sirhan
Sirhan, was the one in the right.”

The Si
Pasatd
—haff a waorld ay
the huilding
Sirfran weas born i

han bungalow (above)

s guardec by police while
—in Jergsalem
where Sirhan
THdd 1< now oc-
cupied by [sraeli famifies, The fam-

Sirhan wanted to be a jockey,
In 1966 he was licensed by
California.- ftop--fefth to--be

@ vhotiwalker—one - whi

walks horses after workouts,
Later, as an exercise hr_:y at a
ranch in Corona, Calif. owned

Gt 2 LSy

ily had fled it three days after the
1948 war hegan. It way a terrible
thir “Sir-
han used to ask me, ‘Father, why
diel they do this? | had o leave nn
tovs because of the few. The Jew

Sirhan's father recalls.

\

by Bert Altfillisch (top right),
Sirhan earned the reputation
- of-a-treal-
fell off horses:-Farther, Trainer
Larry Heinemann {above} says,
“He never should have heen
a jockey. He was too smart.”

tate buver™: ho

took evervthing, Why? * Today an
bow plavs o the vard near
he bricked-up windows of the

hasement-fevel  apartment  where
the Sirhans once Tived. A blind
Jsracli veteran now lives  there,
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